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Poctical.
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A PRETTY LYRIC.

We'll part no more, Oh, never !
Let gladoness deck thy brow,
Oar boaria are joined forever
By each rebgrous vaw.
Mislortune's clouds hare vanished,
That cansed oar bozoms pain;
Aund every care is bunished,
Nomore t3 come agaiu.

Hone's star is brightly burnivg
Within its brilliant dome,

Aot tells of joy returning
T cheer our raral home.

Jt ahine« througzh gioom to gtadden,
Disrelling ﬁ?lﬂr and care.

For swryow ne'er onn saddon
While it re:paineth there,

*Mijd Nowery valey we'll wander,
And by the laghing stream,
QOur bosoms growing fonder
*Neath Love's enchauting beam.
In vouder et reposing
Ta plenty, aide by side, )
Each morn fresh jova disclaimioe,
Through life we'il gently glide.

Miscellancous.
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‘fhe Fretful House-Wife,
OR, WIIO'S TO BLAME.

“That Mrs. Jones is an awflul piece.
I don’t sce how Jones stands it; good
easy soul; he lets her scold away and
never seems to mind it at all; don't even
secm to hear. Welil, I reckon that’s the
best thing he can do; but I tell you now,
it I had such a woman, 1'd find some
way to shut her up, and if I couldn't,
I'd set fire to the house, and run away
by the lizht of it, for a scold I never
would live with, Let's see, you came
pretty mizh marrying Lydia yourself.
didu't you? It secms to we therce used
to be such talk?”

_ “Yes, LI'll own up; we were engagedl
as the young fulks say—-but things didn’t
prosper with me, and the wedding was
put off, and I got into a little squabble
1ike: I Lelieve I was to blame, and we
agreed to part company and 1 married
Agnes, and Lydinturnced aboatand mar-
vied Joe”

This was said with a deep sigh, as if
thore was somsthing struggling in the
spenker's hoart, *t was not uttered.

-I yerkon you thank your stars for
the ilu‘.i}'cr;uwu'.".' =il the othey spoak.
er. .

“1 don't know,” said the first slowly.

“Lividia was one of the kecneat, smartést
girls in the coantry, then, aund nobody

|inz to please her in any ene thing.

down rain upon her head for five years,
and she could not induce him to mend
the roof. The erops were never planted
nor ever gathered in season. The fen-
os were left until half he did raise was
destroyed by unruly cattle. The cis-
tern would léhk by the year together, a
man's Iabor a half a day would repair it.
But he would go to town and spend
throe days in the week, and not get back
till midnight. If she made a little gar-
den, the gates were left off the hinges,
and it was destroyed. Ile often laid
abed in the morning till ealled the third
or fourtli tme to Dreakiast, while she
milked the cow with the babe in her
arms, carried in wood and ran to the
garden for what was neceded. [MHe al-
ways kept a groat family and little help.
I was but a child then. He never put
anything in place, left everythingwhere
he usel it, never ecleaned his feet, or
took the least pains to sava har labor,
and instead of helping her to govern the
boys as they grew up, by his own eare-
less habits, his waiting, and patting off,
and want of energy he taught them to
follow in his wajy
Little by little Lydia learncd to seold.
Every day for a year she would have to
romind him, that the bucket was down
in the well, or ths cistern punp needed
mending,  All these things she would
have righted herself, bat she never had
money, for Joe's eareleseness left him
always in debt, and these debts were an
excuse for cverything. He was mean
in all little things. 1le would let ten
dollars go to wasie outside for the want

.

of care. vot seold her or the ehildren for
wastine a goose quill or luecifer m 1tch.
or a hall' a sheet of paper ina letter—
Eusy and good natured for the mos!
part, yet turbulent and abmsive, when
things went wrong with  him, as they
ususlly did, Lydia’s good humored, joy-
ous disposition and gentlencss ef spirit

| gradually wore out to him, thouzh she

was pleasant, as ho oeed to say to every
Now, to worry has grown a
thwg i eozy, never try-

'
ORe Oisa,

habit, and as h;r

T i
Tl

It is no use,” he say2. 80 fry to plense
her. She will fret.  If he monids the
cistern &he would find fuult about the
roof and if ke stopped the leak she|
wonld want the spouts put up; and il
that wore Qone, she'd remomber that the |

shfnd rrmes neeCwdren 4 ot
ywou Mt up, the door-yard would
or the tree:

T
Wit ;
nead mowing or manu
pruniug, and so its no 1
Poor wretehed man.

Sl led
saiLr.
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IT; never tried |

evet thought of her turning out a scold,
shi was as merry as a bird, and hee wild
sung, as the lri]'npt:\l along with her wilk |
pail in the morning, had no twangz of|
ahe termagant in it. I wsed to think|
. was one of the neatest and swectest

But she ismight- |

&
t8mpered of hor sex.
ily changed.” And the man of forty
sighed azain, as he whittled his bit of

pine shingle to a point.

There is no tzlling what a woman
will be at forty, by the sign of cightecn;
is not fhat so, Mrs. Tyler?”

This was addressed to a good looking. |
benevolent woman, who had joined the
two former on the porch, where they
W;clmtting away the twilight hoursal-
t

L}

eir day’'s work.”

Not alwaya,” replied the lady ad-
dressed, “For a woman at eighteen may
be aoulded into an angel or demon, by
thaSurroundings of her after life, some-
times—"

“We were talking of Mrs. Jones, she
frots his lile out of hin.”

“Beotter say he [rets her's out of her,”
replied the lady, with spirit.

»Never was there pleasanter girl than |
Lydia when she married Joe Jounes; ac-|
tive, energetic, orderly, ambitious and
affectionate. She wasecalenlated to make
a home as happy as woman could. She|
was refined and delicate; Joo was coarse |
znd rongh; she was a pink of nestness,
he a sloven; she loved the beautiful, hul
could not tell the difference betweea a
rose and a burdock, she was orderly and
systematie, he was completely the re-
verse; the was warm and genial asa May
moruing, he as cold and repulsive as an
icicle in November, So they commencd
life; she worked havd, early and late, to
get along; he loitered and laid in bed.
made excuses, put off, proerastinated,
lIet things go wrong, and by his negleet
and carelessness, doubled all her eares.
I knowed just how it all bagan; for 1
lived with her five ycars; che neover
rmueant to be a scold, never; it eame by
degrees. ‘“Come, Mr. Jones,' she would
gny, ‘can’t you split me a little wood, my
bread is almost ready for the oven.'

‘Yes, preity soon—where's the axe?—
awhose had that axe?—1 wish the ugly
children—'

‘Why, Mr. Jones, don’t speak s0o—'

. “Well, it's enough to try the patience
‘of Job—never can find anything when
want it

‘You should put it in "its place then

ourself, then when you use it.’

o did. T left it at the wood pile.’

‘No you did pot. You left it down
by the barn, where you was mending|
the bars’ !

‘Mumph! so I did.

And off Joe would go after the axe,|
find the pigs in the corn forwant of care |
in the fences, put off after the pigs full|
‘run, drive them ont half a mile from
the house, meet a neighbor, get upon
the fence and talk an hour, forgetting
all about the wood. In the mean time,
Lydia would run for theaxe, chop her
own wood, and manage somehow to have
1he bread allmight, for nothing is ever
wrong in hery tment,and Joe would

ot sce nor know that he in the
ightest transzressed.  Theh#use Jeake

op

| think *mother scolds]” and
[ for all this quadraple 1a®yr, is a worn | glineg the prezs o porsuade il
ont, norvous system, a fiez wrinkled| that'it is very romant
Land old, o =pirit broken, and the namedfhve N

! vestorday when veu were to town.’

putting all to rights at once, to sea its
effect. So for twenty-five years, poor|
Mrs Jone's has toiled slmosé day and
night to keep 2lonz. and by dint of frot-
ting®conxine and toiling hus raised o!
pretiy respectable family.

¥
i

her rcason |

of Fretfal Hounse. Who is to Blame? 1
ask you cundidiy and seriou-ly, goentle-|
men, if you could either of you be pa-|
tient and forbearing at all times, if you |
Ead to live with suclh a man Joe
Jonas? e is lazy, dogmatical, sl

Iy, and cold hearted.  Lydia is wetly
the reverse. Thers, there she is now!
‘-l:’i"i"lll_‘_'; the cowz out ol the eaibare, aud |
there he'is as usnal, down by the =vo-

cery smoking his pipe and taikimz to
old Phelps.  He's half drank now. 1

"

suppose somebody wil] say his wite | o

scolded Lim into it
“Hupe his lary pictare,”

| spaaker, »L belicve all he doos

he's good at that,”

Thoe other pot up and walked away,

shing:
~Lydia ain’t at all to blame.”

I1e was thinking no doubt of what
“anight have been.”

Tn ara a great mnay Ly lia Jones
in this world—iretful women, who get
a hined nama simply because somelody
else never lives up to duty—zoad honse-
keepers, good wives, good mother, goed |
neighbeors—no fauit tu be found with
thewn, but that “they seold.”

Look at the other side of the pitcure. |
Husbands, that are men perhaps of}
mind, and character, and even wealth, |
yet so cargless and nexlectiul of little
thinzs, o thonzhtless of a wife's com-
fort anil happiness, and so fearfuld of
her acting for horself, as to_restrict her
to just what they think necessary; and
would be offended; and feel their digni-
ty infringed upon, were she to tuke the
responzibility of hiring a man to chop
her wood, or spade their garden—thus
curbing and fretting minds as eurnest|
and independent 43 their own, and fill-
ing their paths with little annoyances,
and make their whole life a biticraess, |
simply because they know and feel these |
things are all unnceessary, and might |
be removed without an effort by the very |
hands that placed them in their way.

l

aye

cve

i
|
|
|
|
I

It is much easier fur most minds to
bear great afflictions, than to be cheerful
under constant recurring petty vexations,
and it is o noticeable fact, thut mostfret-
ful women bear unavoidable trials with
patient fortitude. There nre ]‘n“f.‘"‘ih]l.!
fretful women, hosts of them, thit have |
no exeuse but a morbid temper.  But in
judging of the charvacter of a woman, of|
whom the world says: ““she does nothing
amiss, but scold,” look at both sides of]
the question, and sce whois to blame.— |
Mars. F. D, Gaae. !

gar°1 say, John, where did you get
that loafer’s hat?’ .

‘Please yer Honor,’ said John, ‘it's 4n |
old ane of your's that Misses gave me |

]

]

| you've sold her to
| don’t eare what the pr

{are any stronger

lipan’s,

Never Satisfied.

Some people are grumblers by natare.
They are always discontented alike, in
sunshine and in storm. If affliction
comes upon them, they imngine them-
selves greater sufferers than Job. If
flodting in the current of prosperity,
they still grumhble because others make
headway fuster than they, and with less
toil and trouble. The following anee-
dote is directly in point asgillustrative
of the tendencies of this unhappy class:

Vhen has a man got cnough? Never
till he gets a little nore.

A very good

of 1312, was told us the other day.—
Under the impulse of the removal of
embargo, there was a sudden rise in the
value of property. and such a demand
for it, that merchandise was sometimes
carricd off from vesszels, before the own-
ers arrived at their place of busin
and the parties taking it eame in after-
wards to say that they were at the own-
era mercy, and must pay what they chose
toask. A brig was lying at Boston
harbor, which had come up from I'lym-
cuth just before the ombargo was laid fit
forsea. The Plymouth owner thought
it was a good time to sell the briz, and
sent up his son for the purpose, telling
him to demand eight thousand dollurs
for her, and not take less than six.—
John went to Boston, found how things
stood, soid the brig in a moment, and
hurried home, elated with his bargain.
As he noared the house. he saw the old
man marching up and down the piazza,
and suddenly he rushed out to meet his

RSy,

{son and hearthe result of the =ale.

“Ilave you sold the briz, John?"

“Yes, father.”

“For how much, John?"

“For ten thousand doliars.”

#Ton thousand dollarz!™ eried tha old
man, with staring cves, at hearin
price more than deable what the vessel
“Tea thousund dollars! 1711 het

» swindler, who
o f, and

¢nat,
0
weans to pay his not

“XNotes, did you = father
there were no notes in the case.
the money and put it in the he
Draw, and yvow will zot it.”

The old gontleman’s excitement was

snddenly cogled, and az the ruling 1-::5-.
sion s ]&m
TRy Johunyy coer

Why,

{ got a8 LEETLE Mope 2"

Sontimoentalism.
Mrs. Swisshelin, noticing the
tion of a new love story, says:

publica-

never |

Among the arrests
that of Mrs. Ecilf '
Mrs. Kellyisata .
shockingly given to ofi
Ler examination :

“What is your nam

tAs dacint a womams
shone upon. I've
twelve years coming
know it by the toke
bofore, we waked OF

«*What is 3
Jie charneter
man's in the State.
lying call on Mrs. N

recently, wos
ptoxication —
&'body, and

8. We give

eéver the sun

in Alban
michelmas—
the Sunday

5-1 @s an
I yi thin

ning—a divil

WO~
I'm
a

flirted a house eloth ¢r pocled a pratie.

Stop that rigmarole and zive me your
nameo.’

‘Stop what! my rigmarole? Andwhat
hns my rigmarole done that you should
throw slurs on a dacint woman?  Would
yo take advantage of my weakness, ye
grey headed ould coon ye? i

‘Will yon give me your name?'

‘Me what 7'

‘Your name.'

*‘And perhaps yeou thing I've not got
one. Bednd, I've as good a name as
iver cam2 till Ameariky, and I'm not
ashameid of it.’

*Will you give it to ma?'

‘T'd see von to the divil first!
bemean the Kelly's to that de
tell yees Thin one of "em.’

“Then your name is Kelly #
| ‘And whoe slathertd thee out? Sl
{me the Llackguard and I'll dust his coat
ywilh a peker)

{  *Never mind ali that, Mrz. Kelly, you
were found intoxicated.’

| *And who paid for therum?
i vou ould vilyan.
Tt nustters not who
You drank it. and
breach of the peaco,
sentenee you to jail fo

I'd not

c2 as to

Sre

Nol yout

waiid for the rum,
hon committed a
1 vhich I

¥
AVS.

doing v
ad

gl

N

jtakine a little wake gin o get the wind
from her heart?
‘Cariainly, 4 Kellvbrany olhier person.
thoy violate the luws. Clinton take her
o S q -
i

fentang

an underiook ta dazo, hut o
11

i
i
1

lad with Mrs. Kelly

8

tnten s watch, ke2pau adld saphn-
Mrs KRelly isnow in jail. but
[ threatens to take it out of tha ‘ould vil-
| yan'z skin ' the first tine she m him

|
iwi:h a mop handle.

4
|

lors.

orts
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m

Quecsiion.

Popping the

*All that stufi alont womnti's love has |

been said over and aver nnd over again
a limndred thouszand times, to the great
ity. There is no Kind of ne
i

Iy oirls
n:l womanly to
to her afoetions

an or experience and

L a < §

] o

a Wave

a seoundiel;
ungnarded by ro
drilts helpleszly into =in, shame and de
spair as an evidenee ol her unsnspecting
womanhood. '
s not truz (Tt
r more durable than
We th the opnosite is the
case, and that two thirds of all the wo-
man who pine away or die of' love, do s
for the want of somathinz better to do:
sEverything calenlated to muke love-
kness a feminine acquirement is o
tinjury, but to strew the path ol the
suicide with the flowers of possy and ro-
manee is in a degreo raprohonsible,
‘The hest motto to guide a youug girl
throuzh the mazes of love is, Do right,
and traszt to God.” A eirl whe has done
no wron: has little eause to monin over
the fickleness of a pretended lover—
Betier hie shonld change his mind before
than after murriaze,’
That is the best picee of common sense
we have ever heard on the subject.
Plain Women.
We like homnely women. We do not
carry the paenliarity fur ensuzh to in-
elude the hidoosus or positively uzgly ; for
sinee beauty and money arve the oaly
capital the world will recognize in wa-
men they are more to be pitied than ad
wired; but we have a e rie, enthusi-
astie regurd Tor plain women!  We never
saw one who was not snodest and unas-
suming and sweet tempered, and seldom
eame across one who was not virtuous
and had not a good heart.  Made aware
carly in life of beauty by the slight at-
teutions of the opposite sex, vanity and
affectation never take root in their hearts.
See them in the sirect or in the churah,
and they are always the sune; and the
smiile which ever lives upon the face is
naot furced there to faceinate, but is the
spontancous saushine reflected from a
kind heart—a flower which takes rootin
the soul and blooms upon the lips, in-
spiring respectinstead ofpassion.  Plain
women make goed wives, ggod mothers,
cheerful homes and happy hushands.

.

(L

g=a “Mother I shouldn’t be surprised
if our Susan got choked some day.’

“Why, my son?”

“Bosause hor beau twisted hiz arm
around her neck the other nizht, and if
she hadn't kissed him, e would have
strancled her: hesidos, mother, he sits
by her, and whispers to her and hugs
her.”

“Why, Edward, Susan doesn’t suffer
this, does she 7"

“8uffer that—golly! she loves it."”

g5~ The Dutchman who stabbed him-
self with a pound of soap, hecauso his
krout would not *schmell’” has bheon sent
back to Germany.

woman's affections |

Poppinz the quostion has zencrally
{ been considered the mast embiarraszinz

Bt they all| dewriment of the best interests of iuman- | and difficndt task that a poor love slrick
- - 1 .
sity fory

en mortal, especi
e ealiad wpon to perform
Rubivon, hkowever, =t
which after beingz pt
[ venturons navizator
tof clysian bliss,
to ventare
Viyaoe has eauseid thous
on this =ide, and eo
life of wnmid ne piting
away in loncliness, withoat a partner to
sitave equally the ecares oflife, and soothe
their troubled hearts in times of adver-
sity.  But notwithstanding its fon
ble appearance at first sicht
Herculean task.  IF persons aniorta
nately involved in this dilemma wonld
anly act naturally, the matter would be
wot along with, uwnuftended with any

ally a bashiful ane. ean
it i
i'_‘l‘-E. to
e, admifs tHe al-
ta unhounded ficlds
The want ol o little
1:[».»:: the
s to remain
ned thom to o

tion would pop itselfl as easily and ne-
cessarily as the cork of the campaizn
hottie. Toillusiraite this we cite un ex-

ago, we had not seen eacl other; many
n had rollad its course. bringing
happiness, and p
to ench without the cosniz
other; andnows we are so intingeto !
friend sayva she fooked =o lovely he e
not help pressinz her delicate chack; he
asked lier =il he had ouzht to do with
the happiness of her future.” “You
are in all my dreams of the coming
I‘“Iriif:'l sha. Iera you ses, kind

AN0E, SOrTow
tlie

Qur

s af

| rl:#_‘.‘.-i."
without the least effort of cithor of the
parties—junstas naturally as conserjuence
tallows cause. We are almost templed
to believe that had any of you, however
bashful, been placed under similar cir-
nees, you would have done like-
We have an instance in our mind
i the stara

cims
wisc.

of anather kind of propos
business, matter of-fact-kind. A rich
old baclielor noted alike for his wzalth,
cecentricity and eminent picty, one day
took a notion to change his mode of life.
e arecording mounted his horse and
rade over to a neighboring plantation
where lived an ancient maiden lady.
dismounted in front of the house and
requested her to come to him.  On her
coming, he told her the Lord had zant
him to marry her. Ehe replied, “The
Lord's will ba done;” and the Lord's
will was dona.

‘ g75. An Irishmanwho hadecommenced
rh::ihliu_'_f a wall around Lis lot, of rather
uncomnon dimonsions, viz: four feet
hich and =zix feet thick, was nsked for
his ohject, by a friend.

“To save repairs. my honey: don’t ve
that if" it cver falls down, it will be
1er than it is now.”

see
higt

g=Poppy what’s meant by a Jewish
passover?’ ‘It means knocking down
an Israelite, and then throwing n sam-

nicer woman than Mrs, Manning ive{

fAnd dire you send a Keliy to jail for |

air fgll downetaie scoakingg oficer |

i

csponding voiee

fthat but T o back with a Leavy  heaxt [ %

delicate

| plessnre

diffieuity—or, in other words, the ques. |

| wards.

ample: “What a sirange thing is nl"-[
guaintance!” said a beautiful girl the jme
other day to a friend of oury; *a ye ::'I

]

I E'! on

|

reider, the exquisite little job was done |

| merred over him.'

Iwonld urze her t

‘The New Ca.rpe!?.—r

‘I cafl hardly spare it,” Jane; but as
you have set your heart upon it, why I
suppose I must.’

The young wife looked with rapture
upon the zhining gold pieces.

‘A'hundred dollars,” said she to her-
self, ‘how rich it makes me feel. It
segms to be a great deal topay for a car-
pet, but ‘gold is worth gold,’
saying is, and one good purchuse iz
worith a dozen poor ones. L'l bay one

Bru== Y -
Afternoon came;
lsid asleep is his little eradle, and the
maid received a scoie of ¢hargzes to lin-
S’er by its side every moment until the
arling woke up. June flushed with
eager anticipation, looked her prettiest:
aud, throwing her mantilla over her
handsome shoulders, she was just hurry
ing away, when a loud ring at the door-
bell brought a very pettish *Ch dear!
at the anexpested intrusion.
‘OL! dear—dear Janz!" and a pale
young creature sat eobbing on the sofn.
‘We are in such trouble—s ;
[ful trouble! Can you help us?
think wa conld borrow a2 hundred d
lars from your hushand?
get it for us?  You
wight always rely upon you when trisl
came; and poor Clarles exp. cvery
moment to be arrested; and Le is zo 1117
‘Dear, dear,’ said Jane, hergood hoart
suddenly contracting, ‘Edward told me
only this morning, not to ark him f{or
any moncy fur tiiree months,” and she
wathered her purse up tightly in her
handkerehielf! I am sure, i=—T—only
—eould oblize you, I would; but T ex
peet Edw: i ily pushed. Can’t
ilave you tried?”’
*Yes," answered her fiiond despoad-
ingly. ‘1 have tricdeverywhere.
cnow that Charles is ill and eannot pay
mmedintel Mr. J———— knows our
frenmstances, yet hoe insists upon that
; Do, it i3 52 hard! ft 1

==
aCis

|

|

v Ty
A

-r

s e =
| Iler pitiful vaoica, and
{rumning like rain down he
|.-":=':’:! unnerved Jane's
|

[

T pa

Bat that carpet—:that heavtifvl garpot
she had promised hepsell so long, and
=0 often besn dissppointed of its posses-
st oudd Hot cives >

kxnew her liust d's heort—and that

alt-denial. No!

| sion, that

would net sco hir
over with the curpet.
Well,®said Ler poor friend,
¥ F l‘.:i.-ill__; o wo, L
yoa can't help we; Tk |
if you conld, and itissomethingto know

oW You

{rood wmorniag, dear Jans; 1 b
will never know waat it i
sufiver)

ITow hanisoma
as the sun streamed in oun its
owi its colors
CrinmEng, i : :
how very proad felt Jan
their ne

tia too, shal 1
i ils pur
annt ¥

I's,

i It A

wag

ytars

2. ¥
d1=8> Qi

Lo eqinitori; :

tothink of poor Charle

The paor féllow is dead!”
Jane sharp sorcam, and the

fush Jaded from her faca.

1

loaks L

i}

-~

ave

Yes, that raseally J—k—-!
altry sitm of one hundred doll:
1 s, who
scaveely lived an
You know he has been weal
and ill this lonz s
‘And Mary?' issued
yllozs lips.
a dead child, and they
¢ lile is despaired of. Wh
vl didu't they send for me?
ily Lave spared the money for that)
IF it had steipped me of the

should have had it.—
Wwer .“.'n'}'!'

|
o)

VHRE(

saved

& 50 CTU-

i

e

pose.
fast dollar,

Poor fellow—

*And I mizht have .

d June, sinking vpon her kuces|

the rich ecarpet. *Uhn! Edward '

will God for me for heartlessness”

Muary did call here, and with tears beg-

1 me to aid her—and I—had the whole
sum in my very hand—and coldly turn-
ed her away. Oh! my God forgive e !}
forgive me ! |

In the very ngony of sviel, poor June|
wauld recsive no comfort. In vain her
hushand strove to coothe her; she would
not hear a word in extenuation of her|
sellish conduet. ’

‘I shall never forget poor Mary'stears; |
I shall never forget her sad veice; they
will haunt me to my dying day! Oh!
take it sway—that hateful cavpet! 1
have purchased it with the death of my
dearest friend! How could 1 b
ell T shall never e happy again, never
never!’

Years have passed since then, and 3a-
ry and her hushaad tozzther under
the green god of the church-yard. Juane|
has grey hairs mixed with the light
brown of her tresses, but she lives in a
home af splendor, and none knows her
but to bless her. There is 2 Mary. 8
wentle Mary in her houscheld, dear to
lier as er vwn sweet children—she is
the orplinn child of those who have rest-|
ed side by side for ten long yvears. .

Edwarid is rich, but prosperity has|
not hardengd his heart.  His hand nev- |

tires of giving out bounty to the|
poor; and Jane is the guardian angel of |
the ncody. The ‘new carpot,’ longsinee
old, is scaroely preserved as a memento |
W hut penitent 110'-‘*‘-. and

sorrow|

as the oid |

¢ boautiful I..reag_
he rosy babe was|searf]

!'.‘1- H
Couln’t you |
know you said 1!

People |

{ Fhutting their seraphi

many & weary heart owes to ita silent
influence, the prosperity that has turned
want's wilderfmiess into en Eden of plen-

ty.

The Baby is Dead.

A long, black scarf trimmed with
broad ribhon, hangs upon the door knob.
A deathlike stillness pervades the entire
mansion; all within moving with the
| goftest tread, and spesking in softest
| whispers, as if fearful of disturbing the
¢ of some loved one. Those pass-

countenance hetrays the thoudht, “the
baby is dead!” Yes, the baby is dead,
and not only those who have been fa-
| miliar with its sparkling eyes, but the
| stranger, who reecived the intelligence
{ solely from the searf on the door, feels
lthat a home has been robbed of a pre-
{cioua idol. TIlow deep was the love that
| had clustered around the innocent babe;
I aud oh! how terrible is the blow its death
{inflicts !
|  The bahrisdead! Tino longerdlings
in innocont love to its mother's bosom,
or stirs with fondest joy its fhthers
heart. Tts pratiling has ceased forever,
aud its once laughing eyes are closed in
a eternal sicop. But even in death it
seoms to have lost none of itz sweetness,
Tt lies so ecalmly in its silken cushioned
j coflin, prepared with so much eare; it
hias been arrayed in its costliest mar-
' atz, its pure brow trimmsd with a
qant wreath and flowers have been
attered over its lonély form. Asitis
ved the babie seems only to be
Lsleeping;  but, alss! itis that slecping
| vhich hath no wakinz.
The by is dead! Around it are
. : s¢ sympathics it has
lar sed tnd whose love it his excited.
| 'L ministar leans over the cold form
=d with the sizi ears trickle
chesks, while Lz exclaims:—
s enid the Lord, Suaffer litile chil-
3 3 mez, anpd forbid them
; Feaven.'™
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cinzdom of

; isdead! - It is abomt to be |

¢ Irom the sizhit ol those who
loved it as no others "eould. Oh! Low
the motheor elinzs to the liteleless form,
and as:she imprints the last fervent |
upon its cold chask, how har very heart
strifigs sasm to Lreal.  And the futhel,
1 1 1 MR - .‘! I'ET_
< uamaonnad,
fie Liends ovey
t oie.  Sympathy,
times conzoling, is now of no
of botk suffer the

i

il erushes
Thonh its
been briel] its

e
o

announee a nation”
death of pautri _ true, and
pocis sing in touneinngz strains the mem-
of the dead, who have accomplished |
thing Lut angels of
Lirth wiil recovd the lile, so
arly lost!
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i omabody
1om, for
it is a prett; i aps quite
temo—rthat ke had ¢iten remarked that
young Jadico: t o love as II]I:‘}' take sCh
bathinzs; seme tmidly put in one foot,
then with a shiver and look of appre-
hension putin a second, and then. as
they «do mare than make a trombling
courtesy in the water, the clement eomes,
garcely reaching the rogion of the heart, |
1 gqueal they ran to drey
ossible, and ::hircrin:_:|
(liers nzain. |
cycs to the d;:ll- ]
head and ears.
ind’s elow upon |
soa Hdelightful." |
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15~The Boeston papers tell a good
one about John I'henix. While stop-
ping in that eity a short time sinco. at
the Tromont Housze, he ona evening on
retiving, left his boots outside of the door.
In the morning he found them there,
with the previous day’s dirt upon them.
Said John, gravely, to a servant as he
pussed, “the people in this house are very
hopest—my boots have remained there
at the door all might and ne cne has|
towshed thein.” Jobn went to the theatre
once, where Mra, Simnith was advertized
to appear in fwo pieces. After the per-
formunees he demanded ithe return of
kis money for he said Mrs. Smith ap-
peared whol: during both performanees.

g Sung at the cutting down of all
the Fremont poles:

“Wandmin, spare those poles,

Toucth nat a sing'e ane,
Last fall ther chicercid nur sonls—
Jast let them stand for fun **

A lady walking on Broadway
t time aco, a gentleman's batton
Ltin the frinze of her shawl., Seme
d before the partics were

ang

noments clapsc
sepavatad.

] am aitached to you, madam,’ said
thegentleman, good-humorediy, while he
was industriously trying to get loose. e

“The attachomant is mutual, sir,” was
the good-humored reply.

1

a1l sn*d o soft-hearted, blub-
Jonuathan. the other il:l_\‘=” Suke
Las gin me the sack, by gravy! T've
lost her”
“Lost her—how?" inguired his sym-
pathizing friend.
I 1nid tho sofl soap on her eo thick,
thiat the critier zot 80 proud she woulda't l
speak to me!”

l
|
l
[

==

Beware of Drifting.

Few pcople form habita of wrong-do-
ingz deliberately and willfully; they glide
linto them by cﬁ: and almost uncon-
ciously, and before they are aware of
danger, the its are confirmed and re-
quire resolute’@nd persistent effort toef-
fact a change. ‘Resist beginnings” was '
a maxim of the ancients, and should be
preserved asa landmark in our day.
The Baltimore Sun has a article
on the light beginnings of dangers which
end in futal ruin:

During * his _

loose from her moorings, and he awoke
to find himself shooting down the rapids
directly towards the cataract. In wain
he shricked for help, in vain he tried to
row againet the current; he drifted on,
and on, till his light eratt upset, when
he was born rapidly to the brink of the
abyss, and leaping up with a wild ery,
went over and disappeared forever.

In the great bhattle of the Gibralter,
when the united fleets of France and
Spain attacked the impregnable fortross,
one of the gigantic floating batterica
broke from her anchorage and began to
drift directly into the hottest of the
British fire. The thousand men, who
formed the crew of the unwicldly mass,
vainly sirove to arrest its progress ‘or
divert it from its path. Every minute
it drifted mecarer to the English guns,
every minute some new part took fire
from the red hot shot, every minute an-
other score of its ‘helplesa defenders
were swept like chaff from its decks.—
The most superhuman cfforts failed to
prevent its drifting with its human
freight. to inevitable death,

A ship was wrecked atsea. The pas-
senzers and erew took refuge on a raft,
the boats having been stove in the at.
tempt to launch them. For days and
weeks these unfortunates drifted about
withou} oarer sail. on the hot, broken
fropical ocean. At last their provisions
failed, and then their water. Still they
drifted about, vainly looking for sail, or
hoping for a sight of land. The time
had now come when that fearful alterna-
tive became inevitable—death from atar-
vation, or feeding on human flesh, and
they were just beginning to cast lots for
a vietim, when a vessel was n on the
dictant Lorizon. They abandoned their
|terrible design; he stranger wonld ap-
[proach. The ship eame towards them.
She drew nearer and nearer. They
trove toaltraet their attention by shouta
and by raising their clothing; but the
indolent look-out saw them not.—
They shouted louder and louder, still
they were not seen. At last the vessel
tacked. With frantic terror they rosein

jone  body, sliouting and waving their

garments. It wasinvain. The uncon-
scious ship stood steadily away. Night
drew on, and the darkness fell, the raft
drifted and drifted in the other direction,
till the last trace of the vessel was lost
forever.

Soitisin life. The intemperate man,
who thinks he, at least, will never die a
drunksrd, whatever his neighbor may
do, only wokes to find himself drifting
down the cataract, and hope gone. The
sensualist, who lives merely for his own
eratification, drifts into a masculated old
aze, to be tortured by pasions he cannot
evatify, and perish by merciless azoni-
zing disesses. The undisciplined, who
are spendthrifts, or passionate, or indo-
lent, or visionary, soon make shipwreck

tof themselves, and drift abount the sea of

life, the prey of every wind current;
vainly shricking for Lelp, till at last they
drift away into darkness and death.

ke ecare that you are not drifting.
See that you have fast hold of the helm.
Tke hreakers of life forever roar under
the lee. and adverse galos continually
Llew on the shore. Are you watching
how she heads? Do you keep a firm
crip on the wheel? If you give way
but for a moment. you may drift help-
lessly into the boiling vortex. Young
man take care! It rests with yourself
nlone, under God, whether youreach port
{riumphantly, or drink to ruin.

g2 A Yankee, bossting of his invet-
erate hatred of everything Dritish, is
living in a neighboring city, with a col-
onist family,—Ie takes cvery oppor-
tunity to have a slap at DBrother Bull,
and the colonist does what he ecan to
defend the venerable gentleman.

“ You are arguing,” said the colonist,
“against your ancestors.”

“ No, 1'm not.”

“1WWho was your fother?”

“ A Yankee."

“ Who were your forefathers?”

# Yankees.”

“Who were Adsm and Eve?”

¢ Yankees, by thunder!”

r=a,. “Conseience’! said Mrs. Hopkins
indignantly; “do you suppose that no-
body has got any conscience but your-
self 7" My conscience is as good as yours;
aye, and better, too; for it has never heen
ug2dd in the course of my life, whils yours
must be nearly worn out?”

w=n, “Mother, mayn't I have the big
Bible in your room?"”

“Yes, my eon, and I am glad to see
vou desirous of perusing that Book.
What do you most want to see in it.

“I only want to see whether I can
mash flies in it like Bill Smith does at
School I

g Devoted wite—“Oh, what a bean-
tiful monument! Wouldn't you like to
have such a one as that my " et




